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tiny box, and the official standing behind a table
waiting to collect our half-crowns (now shillings,
I believe), for it is a club rule that all who dance on
Saturday nights must help to pay for the band.
On the right is the way to the men's cloak-room,
and, what is far more important, the bar ; on the
left is the ladiest cloak-room, known only to us males
by the giggles and laughter which come from it*
Facing me are the doors which lead directly on to
the dance-floor*
Already waiting in the hall are several
stray men. I greet some of them and, seeing that
my hostess has not yet arrived, go through to the
bar for a quick one, hanging up my hat on the way.
This, by the way, is an extremely dangerous thing
to do if you are fond of your head-gear* Many a
goodly hat I have lost here, never to be returned
to me.
The quick one, or possibly two, is consumed,
and I return to the hall to await the arrival of my
hostess. Cars are now rolling up and disgorging
parties, the women of which hurry off to the cloak-
room to powder their noses, and to carry out other
mysterious feminine adjustments.
I wait and wait, smoke another cigarette, and
look through on to the dance-floor, which is now
covered with tables laid for varying numbers of
people, from two up to twenty and more. A